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Joseph Conrad, Rationalist

Called the Subtlest Writer of the Age, He Excels in His
Love of Beauty, His Insight Into the Mind,
- His Sense of Character
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One of the best photographs of the famous writer

R. CONRAD, observes ! end reflect action and give us a trueT
Edward Moore in “The | apprehension of it.” The reader|
New Statesman,” is in-

comparably the most sub: |
“Even his |

tle writer of his age.

silence nificant, and it is

is sig as
certain that his polites and his
philosophy are profound as that he

has teld us nothing He

about them
has nat, indecd,

all, like My, Wells or My Shaw.
Is it because he is too skeptical or
because he is toc sure? That one

has fto ask such

how much

A question shows

lies hehind his work."

And the writer gaes on to say:

“Thera are three qualities which
stand out In Mr Cunrad's novels—the
love the ght inte the
mird, e of character With
beauty, the mind and the moral con-
flict he is concerned almost exelusive-
'y, The prssions he Hus portrayed. it
I8 ‘true, but hie has portraved them pre-
sminently in theiv offeol upon the
mind amil uoun character

‘In short, he has studied them under

glass, and

a8 @ peychoijogist and &
moralist. The soul ke has not tried
o know at all. The confiict in his
novals is not the spiritunl, but the

moral, conflict

arates himt from lostoievaky, whom, |
a8 B psyvehologice resembles w0
mueh

“Dostaievsky showed man in his ro-
lation to God; Mr. Conrad shows him
in his relation to men and to nuture. o
The former 1s a mystic, the latter a
rationalist. The one knew human na-
wore, human and divies; the other is

interested in human natureysimply as

human nature.
God?

“Neither Mr. Conrad hia char-

eeters mentians the nume of God, and

nor

we feel At is because they would eon-
aider 1t insincers, aven theatrical, to

do ao. There s somuthing admirahle

in tMa reticenes, Not to gay a word
more than one menns—to =4y a word

15 the

one's words mem-

or Lwo léss, if possible—rhat
sure way of making
orable. And Mr Conrad's wurda nire
memorable, more memorahle even than

those of Dostolevaky,

"Mr. Conrad, then, is rreéminently
artist, peychologist and maoraligt;
other words, he is

in
interested asgen-
tially in beauty, the mind, and char-
Beter. And he i Interested perhupn
in beauoty primarily. He writes by
instinetive chaice of beautiful things;
of ships, of tropieal siles,
! men whose lives have atil the

of the aoa,
rnd o
etmosphere o

of {

Feamen, of

bins

barbarians, of EBouth

Americar i where minds have

romething of the nifve morality of the
Renainnarce,

He r

“*And “¥er writen, as Blevenaon
constantly did, with the design of be

ing ‘romantic’
On
terizes & scane

Hin besuty in'not stuek

e

strikos un first by

un. the conirary, when hs

I

188 setonishing truth and ther by It
sstonishing beayty ™
“Mr, Conrad writes in pictures,

i ‘philosophy’ at |

Aund thiz 18 what uop—'

' romance around them— |

| may turn, just at this point, to one |
of the arresting scenes in the latest |
Conrad work, “The Arrow of Gold"”
(Doubleday Page & Co), and ob-
serve the technique with which the
hook’s hero is brought for the first
time into the picture:

“The door at which Mills rang eame
Tha maid who
apened it was short, dark and slichtly
pock-marked, For the rest, an obvious
femme-de-chambre, and very busy. Ske
sild  quickly, “"Mademe has just rd-
turned from her ride,! and went up
the stairs, leaving us to shut the front
duor ourselves,

open Almost at once,

“The staircase had a2 crimson cnr‘pet.!
Mr, Blunt sppeared from smomewhers
in the hall. He was in riding breeches
and a hlack coat with ample, Equare
skirta, Thia pet-up guited him, but
it algo ehanged him extremely by doing
away wilh the effeet of flexible slim-
ress he produced in hig evening elothes,
ile looked to me not at all himserd, |
Lut rather like & brother of the man!
who had been talking to us the night

before.  He carricd ahbut him a deli-
cate perfume of scented sonp.
o

"The upwarid cagt in the eyes of Mil!!|
who was facing the staircase, made ua !
both, Bluut and 1, turn round. The
woman of whom 1 had heard so much,

i a sort of way in which I had never |

|feard a woman spoken of hefore, wael
oming down the stairs, and my first
!?nnr-‘.ulior‘. wag of profound as.
(tonishment at this evidence thst she
did really exist,

The novelist at home. aboit
| wife and

e e

that

And even the visual
impression wae more of golor in 5|°Id friend. Within ”'.' GG LR

| wide sleeve, lned with biluck
the forms of actuall

| eould eee the arm, very whiie,
WAS. WEAIINE R Wrapper, B pearly gleam in the =hadow
jeort of dressing gown of pale-blus altk, me she extended her hund with :

embroidered with black and gold de-|stiffening, es it were o rochil o
round the neck and down the | P8rson, combined with an cxiremoly

ight glance, It was finely shapol
front, lapped round her and heid to- SfulEnt B iance ki SenEapar

than of
She

L Sl |
pleture 1

e,

| «igns
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{ bust of Conrad, by Jo

v
:;;T
1.

Davidson

Lo enjoy a cup of tea vt e
young son |

eapable hand. T Wowed over it il
gether by a broad belt of the anrna‘fwa just touehed Fingers | did piol
(material, Her slippers were of thelook then nt her fhre.

Eaunm color, with Llack bows at the Next moment she caught sipht
[instep. The white astairs, the dgep | #0me  enveluopes iying on the round |

| | o . 1 ¢ : R ok
| erimson of the ecarpet and the llght,-m“me topped table in the middle of

Ty | the hall. 8he seized nne of them with
| hiue of the dress made an effective & ‘wonderfully quick, nimost
combination of color to met off the del-

ieata carpation of

feline,
| movement and tore it open, kaying to
that face which, us, 'Excuse me, | must Ay
|after the firgt glance given to the 80 Into the dining ronm. Captain
| whole person, drew irresistibly one's| Diufit. show the way.'”

gaze to itself by an indefinabla qual- Thus we meet the heroine. As
|y of charm beyond all analysis snd |for Mr. Conrad's heroes- well, to

|made you think of remote races, of ' go back to the writior in “The Now

| strange generstions, of the faces of Statesman':

| women aculptured on immemorial mon- "Mr. Conrad's heroes are at once

uments and of those lying unsung fin t e ;
ortifyin and discouraging: they

thelr tomba.  Whiie sho moved down- £

fight, but they fght with their bLack
to the wall. Thoy have nat the right
to despnir, however; for If they cnn-
inot win, they may not he dafrated!
Their endeavor, of eourse, s not to
advence and to eonquer— thut would
appear to Mr. Conrad the most ex
treme romantlelsm—hut te muintaln

Perfection
A [ono or two things without which tuey
At the last step she raised her eye- | would perish. And these are a

lids, trosted us to an exhibition of | .

| ] [ var the

fieth ms dazzling me Mr, Blant's and (truisma. Man wvoyages over th
; | vouring waatn of oxistencs on nothing

lo0king even stronger; and indoed, an {more stable than s few toncepts, n

she appronched us whe brought hm'l'lllllf w platitad : st

tt our hearts (but after all 1 am|'® platitudes,

8peaking only for myse!f) a vivid gonae . “This concaption, so simpln In up-

of her phywical perfoection in beaury Pearance, ls, In fuct, extromnly subitle,

imb and balunce of nervan, and not | Only & profaund mird conld have (A

| ward from step to step with #lightly
lowered eyes, there flaahed upon me
suddenly. the recollection of words
heard st night, of Allégre™s words
about her, of there belng in her ‘soma-
thing of the women of all time.’

fre

Laf 1

|20 much of grace, probably, as of ah.

j . golute hurmeny,
‘or the pictures come, nnd what he | “She waid to an, ‘T am sorry I kept

shows us is nov action, but a pro- | You waiting' Her voles was low
wression of dissolving scencs, egn. | M'ched. pencirating and of the most

: seductive pentieness, She offered hor
living, which

and in the | hand to Mills vory frankly as to an

Linuous

| &n guch fundamantal meaning to platis
{tude, It is the conception of a sheptie
|who I8 sure of one or two Lhingss
lwho aceepta the ‘minimum, who ac.
eopts platitnde, indisputable platituds,

becuuse he is. sure of nothing olse.

He has found two or threm planks to | 586 In

|

e i'

pul hetween him o ownd the Jheam- |
mensuiaole, wnd thal ullices him. |
o thus while he  donies him |
aelf hope, g austerely he denies him-l
aelf pleapuir.  1is hepelossness is fat

ke Mro Havdy's, o hopelezsneds wilh
ot hingnd; it
hopelesuneus

= sane hupolessooess, |
full of eonvame., And
his very sicepticiam must be the fouroe

o intinite inteliceinnl  enjoymons ta |
nime how guany futeresting quesiions
Lomusr Fatge! o skepticism dike |
M Conead’s makes one tnterésted in
| Bies Ot iy, nerhsns, the soutee of his |
own interesy in §t"

BROry.

Never Hurried
Rubert Lynd, Dritish eritie,
ives an innmnensoesys vivid pletane o

the

doseph Conrad in the eurrent issue
of “Muinly About Boojs,”

My, Convad,” says he, “has nevey
heen i a hurey, even in telling a
He has waited on fate ratlior
than ran to mect it ‘1 wus nover,'
lie deelares, ‘one of those wonderful
fellows that would go afloat in o«
wasghtub for the sake of the fun.'
On the other hand, he seems always
to have followad Yo his own deter-
mined fushion certain sudden intui-
tinns, muoch ds groat generals and
suints Alexnnder or Napoleon
could nof have seized the future with
tmorn splepdid defiatee of reason
than did Mr. Conrad when, Lthough
he did not yet know six words of
English, he ¢éame to the resalve, ‘If

dey,

(o seaman, then an Enelish seaman,’

“He has always been ohedient to
a gtar.  He likes to pleturs himself
as n lazy creature, bhut he is really
ore of the most dogged day lnborers
Who have ever sevved literature. In
Typhoon' and “Youth' He has writ
ten of the triumph of the spivit of
man aver tempest and fire. We may
these atories nnt only tha‘
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Facsimile of the first page of
“Chance,” in manuscript

e

record of Mr. Conrad’s twenty yenrs
Joil as a seaman, bub the image of
his desperate doggedness
author,

e

S fof “Almayer’'s Fol y."" Ht has
learned his fame in he sweat of his
{brow. Ile spesks of the

imaginative writer even more thap
of the manual laborer. ‘I have,' he
adds, ‘carried bags of wheat on my
back, bent almost double under =

| the everlasting sombre stress of the
| westward winter passage round Cape
Horn,” This iz to make the profes-
sion of literature a branch of the
heroie Tife. And that, for all his
smiling disparagement of himself as
a Sybarite, is what Mr. Conrad has

e o R

“When We Dead
Awaken”

HE last of Ibsen’s plays.|are rolling and sinking—soon they'y

“When We Dead Awaken," be all around us like s winding she

has just been played for the_ IRENE

first time in America. It/ (With & start and a shiver) 1 kaow
was given a few week-end perform- that sheet!
ances by Leigh Lovell and Oectavia
Kenmore at the Neighborhood Play-
house. !

This piece was written only a

vear before the great Norwegian ULFHEIM
poet died. Ihsen is said to have been!| (To Professor Rubek) I
fully conseious of the fact that he more than one.

MATA

(Drawing Ulfheim awag)

| Let
| meke haste and get down.

up

carnot help
Take refuge in the

had only a tiny span left and to have ' hut in the meantime—while the storm
| hastened, lest he be unable to finish | !8sta. Then | shall send people up tp

fetch the two of you away.
IRENE

‘When We Dead Awaken.” i
A grim piece of writing, it pie- |
tures, with the usual Thsen passion! (In terror) To feteh ns away! X,
for symbolism and mystic expres- | no!
sion, {he awakening of souls which |

A8 an/|

terrible |
i { bodily fatigue that is the lot of the |

have, as they put it, failed to gTasp
the true significance of life.
| fessor Arnold Rubek, a seulptor,
meets the woman who inspired his
masterpiece. His wife, Maia, meets
a bear The drift of the
theme
closing seene, here reprinted:
(Professor Rubek and Trene
aver the edge of the precipice at the
back. He has his plaid over his shoul-
ders and she has a fur cloak thrown
loosely over her white dress and a
swansdown hood over hor head.)

PROFESSOR RUBEK

hunter,

appear

[Still
edge,)

What, Maia! e weo two moeet again?

MAJA
(With assumed ecoolness
At vour serviee

}

Pro- |

| NECESBATY.

is sufficiently shown in the= |

|
only half wvisible ahove the

ULFHEIM

(Harshly) To take you by foree if
for it's 8 matter of life and
Now, you know f{t. (Te

death here.

| Maia) Come, then—and don% fear to
,trust yourself in your comrade's hands.

MAIA

(Clinging to him) Oh, how | chalt
rejeice and sing if | get down with .

| whole skinl

ULFHEIM

(Begina the descent and ealls to the

| others). You'll wait, then, in the hut
{til] the men come with ropes and feteh
' yoit away.

(Ulfheim, with Maia in his Mg,
clambers rapidly but warily down the

precipice).

IRENE

iLocks for some time at Professay

Won't vou come up?'Rubek with terror-stricken eyes). Dig

(Professor Ruhek climba right up  you hear that, Arnoid " —men are com-

and hol
also comes right to the top.)
(Professor Rubek coldly to Mais.
So wvou, ton, have heen all night. on
the mountain; as we have?
MATA
| 1 nnve been hunting—yes, You gave
| me permission, you know,

ULFHEIM

up that path there?
PROFESSOR RURBEE
As yvou saw,
ULFHEIM

And the strange lady, too?
PROFESSOR RUBER
Yes, uof course (with a glanes at

| Maiay,  Hencelorth the

and 1 do not intend gur
ULFBEIM

strange lady

PROFESSOR RUBEK

theless. Far it did ot se¢m particu- |
larly hied ut first.
ULFHEIM
No, at first nothing seema hard, But |
presently  you may come to a hard |
pluee where vou ean neither get for- |
ward ror back.  And then you stick |

it

Profussor!

Mountain-fast, ae wo

3 ship's deck-beams, from 8 in fthe "U0ISts call “"_, .

¢ |morning till 6 in the evening (with __ PROFESSOR RUBEK

';' |80 hour and a half off for meals), ;"\'m:“'i' “_n.ll ln.”ﬁs_m b Al_-n S
. !so T ought to know.” He declures, LL‘, "h[”‘l:. ReprhculAr ptierances, Mr.
i |indeed, that the strain of creative = : ULFHEIV

effort necessary in imaginative writ- Pl et =

§ i e i s I preserve me from playving the
: ing is ‘something for which a1 mate oracle!  (Urgently pointing up toward
k rial parallel can enly be foupd in the heights) But don't you see that

the storm is upon ue? Don't you hear

the bhlasts 6f wind?

PROFESSOR RUBYK

(Listening) They sound
prefude to the Resurrection Day.
TLFHEIM

etorm blasts from

| woman in black—she will come, tog
| For she must have missed me long ago,

(Pointine downward) Have von mme;‘And then she will scize me, Arnod’

Don't voi knew, then, that it iz a

[ deadly, dungerous way vou have come 7 |
“‘Line by line," he writes, ‘rather |
Y

1than page by page, was the growth | W thought we would try it, never- |

the |

ds wur his hand to [rene who |ing up to fetch me away! Many mep
| will come here—

PROFESSOR RUBEK
Do not ba alarmed, lrene!
IRENE

(In growing terror.) And she, the

And put me in the strait-weristcoat
Oh, she has it with her in her box. |
have seen it with my cwn cves

PROFESSUR RUBEK

Not a soul shsll be sutfered to toneh
you.

IRENE

(With & mild smile) Oh, 1o—i

waya to part,  myself, have a resource against this

PROFESSOR RUBLE
What resource do you mean?
IRENE
(Drawing out the knife.) Thiasl
PROFESSOR RUBEK
(Tries to seize it.) Have you a knife!
IRENE
Always. always—both day and nigh
—1in bed as welll
PROFESSOR RUBEK
Give mea that knife, Irens’
IRENE
(Concealing it.) Yan =hall et have
1t. I may very likely find a use for #
myself,
PROFESSOE RUBEK
What use cun you have for it hers?
IRENE
(Looks rixedly at him.)
tended for you, Arnold,
PROFESEOR RUBEK
For me!

It wes lp-

IRENE
As we were sitting by the Lake o

like the Taunitz last evening——

PROFESSOR RUBEE
By the Lake of——

Just look how the eloids |

Continwed on page fiva

They are
done.” peaks, man!
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Thes map shows us Conraa' worla—whe worid he hus ex

the action of his most famous romances transpires. It is
fiction writers. And this map does not include
met the fabulous Rita, nor the .
“last pretender.’”

a

caterways and Spanish groa

4

piored and reproduced in hus hiction. We see just where

the Marseilles where Monsieur Georges of “The Arrow of Gold” first

scope far greater than is encountered in the work of most -

‘es which served these two in their amaszing play for thq



